BY AIR TO TIBET

aegroes, gathered on the one pier, and tattered and
Iraped in the proverbial colours of the East, we stepped
ashore. Tea was waiting in a small cafe, behind which,
adjoining a courtyard filled with embarrassing domes-
ticities, was the Imperial Airways' agent's bed- and
sitting-room. The latter he placed at my disposal,
whence, after composing another article for the Daily
Express, I emerged in a stream of perspiration to bathe.
The Governor, a depressed man wearing pince-nez,
kindly lent us his Ford, and also, since we were pro-
posing to leave the town, supplied us with an escort,
lest a hostile force (silhouetted, on camels, as in Purilia)
should appear from over the horizon and steal our clothes.
As we drove along, bent and ragged old Arabs, seeing
the official flag floating from the mudguard, favoured us
with the Fascist salute, which looked more than usually
ridiculous under such circumstances. The agent told
us afterwards that they have a deadly hatred of the
Italians, and that the latter are literally not permitted
to leave the town at all except in the bathing season,
and then only for a distance of 500 yards. The water
was delicious ; but not Greek.

Sir Geoffrey Salmond was staying at the Residency,
and Stocks, Butcher, and myself dined alone on a
verandah overlooking the harbour. The agent, who
was only nineteen, had written out an elaborate menu.
Stocks talked of his early trips during the inauguration
of the service, of the difficulties of obtaining petrol, the
lack of mechanics, and his own consequent sleeplessness.
The crisis had come when a hungry debutante, return-
ing from India with her father, had reached up into
the rack and gobbled down the crew's lunch. Butcher
said that the Air-Marshal seemed a wiry man for his
age. Stocks said tough was the word. We gave him
much credit for his charm of manner towards the per-
sonnel of the route.

As we left Genoa, there had appeared in the sea below
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